Letter of Acceptance by Barbara Diamond Goldin
June 22, 1992 I regret that I cannot be here in person tonight to deliver this speech. This award means a great deal to me, especially because it is named after Sydney Ta ylor, who inspired me as a writer with her book Danny Loves A Holiday.
About 12 years ago, when I began writ ing, I came upon her book. I had been disappointed by the fact that though there were many beautiful and inspiring chil dren's books available, there were very few specifically for Jewish children with the same appeal.
Danny Loves A Holiday stood out. The stories about the Jewish holidays were well written, entertaining, yet filled with information and midrash [legend] about the holidays. The family was loving and true to life, as was Danny, the amusing main character. The illustrations by Gail Owens were delightful.
I liked this book so much that one of my early writing projects was a book of my own with a story about each holiday that revolved around characters I named Iris and Benjy. I learned it wasn't so easy to write a story about a Jewish holiday that wasn't preachy, didactic, and bogged down with explanation. After all, how do you talk about graggers and hamen tashen, Rabbis and Purim without expla nation?
I worked hard on these stories, reading them to my weekly writing group, none of whose members were Jewish except for me. One writer friend thought I should try nonfiction, that perhaps it was too difficult to do a fictional story about a holiday.
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I didn't give up on the idea. However, I did start writing nonfiction articles about how to celebrate the Jewish holidays with chil dren. I sold these to Jewish newspapers across the United States and Canada, and even to London over the next few years. Doing the research and writing these articles made me feel all the more like working on the fictional stories.
There were so many wonderful holiday customs I was learning about, such as delivering shalach manot on Purim, gifts back and forth. The Purim images in Bella Chagall's book Burning Lights burned in my mind. She described children dazzled by little horse, sheep, bird, and doll fig ures that covered tables in the market p I ace of her shtetl on Purim. Little Mordecais and Ahashveroshes on horse back bringing the Purim story to life. Of how she and her brothers spread their Purim gifts on plates wrapped in handker chiefs so that Pinye, the messenger boy, could deliver them to their friends.
I worked hard; my stories improved. But I was still getting letters from editors like Kent Brown, at Highlights for Children, saying the stories bogged down. Then I had a breakthrough winter, or so it appears to me now, seven or eight years later, looking back. It was during a time of babies for me, a time of writing very early in the morning and then when they napped.
I immersed myself in the books of I. B. Singer, Bella Chagall, Sholem Aleichem, and Hasidic Rebbes. I was fascinated not just with the holidays, but with Eastern Europe, with my grandparents' past, with a place that no longer existed anywhere but in books and pictures and memories.
I felt a sadness about this past, my fam ily's past, that was eased by reading and writing about it. The sadness was eased by recreating it in stories, on paper. I want to thank my initial art director, Bar bara Hennessey, for her imagination in submitting my portfolio with this story in mind. And I want to thank Cecilia Yung, the present art director at Viking, for fin ishing the project with me. It is a very well designed book.
And last, but not least, I want to thank the author, Barbara Diamond Goldin, for writ ing a meaningful and inspiring story I per sonally can identify with. This is a rare treat indeed.
As an illustrator, I have to add visually to the words the author uses. And that is only possible if I can truly understand and feel with the characters, if I can put myself in their place. Experiencing the characters allows me to add visually to the life of the story. Cakes and Miracles is such a story for me.
I have illustrated more than 40 children's books. Cakes and Miracles was the first book I did in oils. Since I am a painter, working primarily in oils, I always avoided using the same technique for my illustra tions. However, using oils worked out well and reproduced well.
As for costumes and environment of the period, whatever research was needed I did at the Picture Collection of the New York Public Library. My thanks and appre ciation go to them.
About myself: I was born, raised, and educated in Vienna, Austria. I left after the Anschluss and have lived in Manhattan since 1940. I have been married for 50 years to the same man; we have two sons. My husband, Kurt Weihs, is an artist, and we live in Greenwich Village. As a painter, I have had 12 one-person shows and am represented in a number of museum collections.
I wish I could be in Los Angeles in person to thank you, to smile at all of the 150 [AJL] members present at the banquet, and to sign as many copies of Cakes and Miracles as you desire. I also wish your convention would take place within a maximum radius of a three-hour train ride from New York City, but, alas, Los Ange les is just too far away.
I hope that at some point in the future I shall have the opportunity to thank you in person. 
Remarks by Sandy Lanton
I'm very pleased and honored to be here this evening to accept the Sydney Ta ylor award for Daddy's Chair. I am especially pleased because this was voted by librari ans, who had an early and meaningful impact on my life.
When I was seven, we moved from Man hattan to Queens. Getting my own room was wonderful. Opening up my window and climbing out onto the sweet-smelling. grass was fantastic. But, the best part of all was the location-around the corner from the public library. No longer did I have to hold my mother's hand as we crossed busy streets; I could walk to the library all by myself. What a sense of free dom and independence!! Now, we are not talking about an imposing edifice with statues of lions; this was a small, dark storefront. But to me, the place was the Garden of Eden. I don't remember the Library Lady's name, but I am forever in her debt. She always had suggestions when I came in looking for something new to read. She was never too busy and she always made me feel that I was important to her. She knew when to encourage me to take on greater challenges, yet she never gave me a book I wasn't quite ready for. Most of my classmates went to ballet class or piano lessons after school. My parents didn't have the money for any of those, but I never felt deprived. I had my library. If my mother couldn't find me when it was time to come home for din ner, she always knew where to look. I had two major goals in that room. One was to read every book in the Children's Section, which sadly, I did not achieve. The other goal was to write a book of my own-hopefully one that would reach children the way the books of my child hood reached me. Writing teachers and therapists tell us that in order to write for children (and probably for adults too) it is necessary to reach the child inside us. I went home and wrote something for him that explained about cancer, hospitals, and death but was very dull and matter of-fact. I read it to him and then brought the manuscript to the class I was taking with Pam Conrad. After listening to a classmate's wonderful anecdotal account about the questions a young child asked an elderly relative at a funeral, I realized how awful a piece of writing I had created. I had neglected Lois Lawry's advice to always tell a good story.
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I then went home and wrote the first draft of Daddy's Chair. Between the first and final drafts of the story (because now it was a story) two things happened. I met Shelly Haas at a conference. She told me that Kar-Ben was looking for a book about parental death, and encouraged me to submit it to them. The other, and more important: my father died. · My classmates were stunned when I showed up in class, manuscript in hand, only a few days after I finished sitting shiva. What they soon understood was that I needed to be there. That book was therapy for me, for the grieving six-year-old inside me who was asking the same questions Jonathan had asked only a few months before. This book was helpful to me in the writing. I hope it is helpful to others in the reading. I hope that this book answers the ques tions of the six-year-old inside each of us. For I believe that when we are grieving, we are all six years old. Remarks by Shelly 0. Haas I thank you from my heart for the opportu nity to stand before you tonight and accept this award. I thank Kar-Ben Copies for recognizing the book's impor tance and asking me to be involved. Sandy Lanton wrote a truly special manu script which was a blessing to work with. I have illustrated stories related to psycho logical and personal crises before. There is an assimilation process that takes place through countless readings of a manuscript, exposure to the issue in related articles and art, and contact with special friends regarding customs that pertain to the story. That is followed by meditation and sketching.
It is my way of contacting the child within and placing myself in the character's situ ation, to make it true for readers.
I was about to start painting the finished illustrations for Daddy's Chair when I received word that an author whose work I had just illustrated lost her husband to cancer and had two small children. She was living the situation in this story and I was only simulating it. I sat down to write to her. The words were not there. I had doubts about the ability to reach the chil dren who needed this book.
It was time to put the project in God's hands. I could not find the words for the lady and her children. I could pray for them and paint for them. I did both. The experience for me was intense and joyful.
News of this award brought everything back to me, and I am grateful for the honor and the experience. 
